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THE PRIDE OF BIRTH. 
A Tale. 


| 
THIS ingenious little novel | 
commences as follows: “" _ | 
Every 0 one who has frequented | 
the Strada de Foleo, at Madrid, | 


‘must have observed the little bar- }/ 


ber’s shop, near the convent of the 
Ca:melites, kept about twenty 
years ago by little Pedrosa Lean- 
dvez‘ the most facetious _good-na- 
tured fellow inthe whole. neigh- 
bourhood : the front of tiiis edifice, 
which was adorned with all the 
emblems of the profession, a'- 


ns 


| drid; 
| must do him the justice to say, 











thouvh its dimensions towards the 
street were not more than six feet, | 
was yet capacious enough.to exer- 
cise the arts, by which its posses- 
sor maintained a, wife and three 
children. 


' Little Pedrosa, besides his know- 
ledge in twisting a mustachio to 
advantage, was frequently employ- |/ 
‘edin breathing the veins of his 
‘sick neighbours, and in extracting 
carious stumps from their painful 








and enflamed gums: this last was¢ i's E: ? 
indeed his forte ; he often boasted rE 















| differe 


ofhis dexterity in the operation? 
and it must be confessed, that he 
had had the honour of torturing 
many of the prettiest faces in Ma- 
but on these occasions we 


that his feelings suffered more 
than his purse gained: nature had 
never intended poor pedrosa for a 

son of E.culapius, tlerefore, he 
nev@r gat rich by practising the 
art: scenes of misery were no way 
congenial to his disposition; be . 
felt himself happy, and he delight- 
ed to see others so ; and when the 
beauty of a summer’s evening in- 
duced him to rezale the children 
of the neighbourhood with the 
soundat ais guitar, at his little shop 
door, Pedrosa forgot that there was 
such things in the worid as pain, 
disease, tooth drawing,ov bleeding. 


Migfortunes are indeperable 


‘from humanity ; why should I at- 


tempt to exempt Pedrosa from 
them! often a hasty call from a 
suffering patient, or the heedless 
caprices ofa vain customer, de- 
prived him of his dinner ; ; his wile 
had iwo Or three. times been of a 
“opinion fiom himself 5 
r 3 ce the boys filled his. Title 
vith.smoke, blown in. at he 
F Bey 

PY means of a horn: 
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these might have discomposed a 
philosopner, but lithe Pedrosa 


philosophised upon no subject 
whatever, and he felt the misfor- 


tune no longer than the actual in- } 


conveniance remained. 


Kings and kingdoms have their 
revolutions, and we shall see by 


the sequel, that poor Pedrosa, in | 


his turn,experienced the capricious 
mutability of fortune. 


It was past twelve o’clock, on a 
very dark night in the month of 
September, that a loud thundering 
noise at the door awakened the lit- 
tle barber and his wife from a pro- 
found slumber. ‘What is the 
matter?’ cried he half asleep; 
‘what do you want?” ‘Get up, 
Pedrosa, immediately’? said a 
voice on the outside; ‘the Licen- 
tiate Signoir Garcia desires you 
will come immediately to bleed 
him : he is in the utmost danger ; 
his disorder, I believe, has fallen 
upon hts lungs.’ ‘I wishit were 
on yours,’ muttered Pedrosa to 
himself as he jumped out of bed, 
‘ we would not be so disturbed with 
your impertinent bawling. Tell the 
Licentiate,’ said he, opening the 
door to the messenger, ‘that I 
shall be with him immediately.’ 


The Licentiate Signoir Garcia, 
fy indulging too frequently in the 
pleasures of the table, had become 
too good a customer to beneglec'- 
ed. ‘Holy Virgin have mercy 
upon his reverence said Pedrosa, 
as he hustled on his clothes, ‘I 


have drawn more blood from him 


me) ae 


« 
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than might have filled the veins of 
twenty of his generation.’ 


The night was, as we have ob- 
served before, very dark, but little 
Pedrosa knew every inch of the 
way which led to the Licentiate’s ¢ 
he safely passed the windings 
which led to the great gate of the 
church ef San Nicolas ; not a pas- 
senger wastobe seen in the streets, 
&'poor Pedrosa,who never loved sol- 
itude,preferred talking tohimselfra- 
therthan preserving asilence,which 
he felt at all times: disagreeable. 
He had, already, recited the names 
of above twenty of his customers, 
with more real devotion than the 
archbishop of Tolledo probably 
would those of the saints of the 
calender, when passing through a 
small street, he was suddenly inter. 
rupted by the figure of a man, who 
darted with incredible swiftness 
across the way, with a drawn sword 
in his hand. Pedrosa had never in. 
his life evinced the smallest symp- 
tom of herotsm ; he steod motion- 
less with terrer, and with: staring. 
eye-balls, observed the stranger in: 
his hasty passage to have dropped 


1 the dark covering with which he 


had been enveloped. Before he 
could reeover his scattered senses, 
his terror was redoubled by a noise’ 
seemingly made by several persons. 
forcing open the door, through 
which the unknown person had: 
rushed into the street. ‘The ho- 
ly Virgin protect me!’ cried the 
astonished barber ; the ideas of 
robbery and assassination crowded 
into.his.mind, and he instinctively 
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fell with his face to the ground. In } 
the mean time, the people had 
succeeded in their endeavours. to 
force their passage to the street; 
three men with drawn swords, and | 
one armed with a puignard, rush- 
ed out. ‘It was you, Bernardo,’ 


‘wholet him escape ; you ought | 
to have plunged yeur dagger in his | 
heart, rather than have marred | 


reply, for they a!l four immediate- | 
ly rushed forward to overtake the 
fugitive object of their vengence. 
Poor Pedrosa, whom fear rather 


| 


hid from observation, gradually re- 
covered, as he imagined the object | 
of his terror to be removed to a 





said one of them, in a furious tone, | 
| 
| 








distance,and without wishing to 


have any thing todo with the ad- | 


venture, began to creep fo: wards | 
> o . | 
tothe place of his destination. | 


Scarcely had he gone two steps, || 
when he felt his feet entangled in || 


the cloak of the stranger. Though | 
his skin was at that time covered | 
with a copious perspiration, he felt | 
the midnight damp spread _ its, 
chilling influence over all his bo- 
dy;and as he now fancied himself, | 
every moment, in greater security | 
the natural good humour of his 
. temper began to exert itself. ‘This | 
is a lucky adventure for me,’ said | 
he to himself, as-he lifted the gar- | 


ment from the ground, ‘I shail | 


have a great coat to keep myself | 


from the cold.’ By spreading it, 
and rubbing his fingers over it, he 
soon perceived it to be the habit of 


i 





t 





a monk of the order of St. Francis. 
‘ It is the first benefit the boly ‘fa- 
thers ever conferred upon. me,’ 
thought little Pedrosa; * and when 
monks go a rambling.” The cau- 
tious barber suppressed the rest, it 
was certainly ah ill-mattiied -sar+ 
casm on the holy commurity, 
which, notwithstanding: ‘his I6quat 
cious propensity, he was afreid ‘of 


| exposing tothe open air. Certain 
such ajob,’ the others made no | - 


itis, that without any further re- 
flection on the adventure, be fold- 
ed the yarment around him, and 


tucking up. ig the best manner he 
©" || could, the !ong skirts, which, by, 
than prudence had induced to lie | 


hanging on the ground, she»ed 
sufficiently the disparity, in point 
of size, betwixt little Pedrosa a: 4 
the former wearer, he proc... . 
forwards, recommending ita: 
to the holy care of St. Peter, wo, 
he used often to say, nad never 
forsaken him, 


It is asserted by some philoso- 
phers, that maahas a na'ural pio- 
pensity to move in a direct line for- 
wards, but little Pedrosa seemed 
to have been born to give the lie 
tothis assertion. His airin walk- 
ing, excepting in the rapidity of 
his motions, resembled nothing in 
nature so much as a duck’s, ihe 
simile, though not perfectly exact, 
may yet be rendered sufficiently 
illustrative, by observing that poor 


Pedrosa had acquired such a fa- 


cility in tarning the one side and 
the other alternately to that point 
of the compass whither he was 
bound, that a person from behind 
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would imagine that at every step 
he intended to alter his course. 
This kind of motion, coneurring 
with a rapidity of idea, for which 
Pedrosa was always remarkable, 
bestowed a considerable degree of 
friction en his mental and corporeal 
faculties ; and to this kind of mo- 
tion alone he was, perhaps, indebt- 
ed for a discovery, of which we 
shall hasten to give an account. 





Pedrosa had not made above 
twenty or thirty of these extraer- 
dinavy evolutions, when he perceiv- 
éd somethiag dangling in a small 


pocket concealed in the inside of |) 


his newly acquired garment; he 
darted his hand into it to examine 
the contents, and felt about thirty 
ducats and a letter, which though 
nestly folded up, the broken seal 
showed to have been already ex. 
amined. No antiquarian could 
boast ofa greater share of curiosi- 
ty than little Pedrosa ; indeed this 
passion was generally carried to 
such an excess, thatit might have 
been ranked amongst his faults, 
had it not been madeampie amends 
for, by a still greater propensity to 
communicate the intelligence he 
had gained to every person he met 
with. ‘This thirst after Knowledge 
now suddenly seized the poor 
fellow, too powerfully to be resist- 
ed—‘ This letter will throw some 
light upon the business,’ said he. 
The Licentiate Signoir Garcia 
might die of indigestion if he pleas- 
ed; the pressing case of the pa- 
tient, and the sovereign remedy of 
phicbotomy, were forgotten: Pe- 


——— 
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————— 
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eed 
drosa had discovered an intellectual 
repast, which it was not in his powe 
er to forego; and all he redoubled 
his pace for wasto procure a place, 
where he might read the mysteri- 
ous billet, without any: witnesses of 
his enjoyment; though he was 
firmly resolved that all his cus'ome 
ers should be partakers of that 
pleasure in the morning. 





By the side of the convent of 
Santo Clara, betwixt that and the 
great church of the Carthusians, 
stands a small neglected spot, on 
which may be still traced the ruins 
of an ancient Moorish palace: it is 
at present covered with several 
large and lofty trees, whose thick 
shades might have been consecrat- 
ed, by serving as a retreat to many 
a pair of happy lovers, were it not 
for the daily sacrifices there make 
to the Roman goddess Cloacina 
the ungrateful odour of wAich must 
ever banish from delicate minds 


: all ideas of harmonious enjoyment. 


By turning the corner of the 


' street, Pedrosa knew he might ar- 


rive at this place in the course of a 
few minutes ; he would have taken 
a journey of as many hours to have 
gratified his curiosity, when he 
imagined he could de it with safe- 
ty: he therefore no sooner found 
himself among the thickest of the 
trees, than striking a light, the im- 
plements for which he always car- 
ried about him, by the feeble 
¢limmering of a small piece of ta- 
per, he made shift to read the fol- 
lowing lines : 
(To be Cominued.) 
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SELECTED. 
' For the Lady’s Miscellany 


A True Story. 
EUGENIO to EMMA, 


ON HER RETURN FROM THE 


EAST-INDIES. 


* And light, while woe’s dark 

cloud her wealih removes, 

Joy's living spark in. many an eye 
he loves! 

But atthe price—Great God !— 
thy father's fears 

Shrink from the sound, and whelm 
it wich his tears ! 

By sharp distress at last to name it 
drivea !— 

Thy hand to her,—e’en at the aL- 
TAR given !— 

Alas! th’ impossibility e’en now 

Gleoms in the grief, the horror of 
thy brow !— 
Oh! for myself—I could not wish 
to gain 
Exemption from 
earthiy pain, 

By banishing each hope, his love 
had won, 

From the kind, duteous bosom of 
my son !: 

But for their dear sakes who fall 
with me, 

Perhaps I dare—to hope e’en ‘his 
from thee. 


the sharpest 


Thou know’st, when peace, and 
plenty’s jocound powers 
Hung their ripe clusters round our 

blooming bowers, 


The joys that love, not those which 
wealth impart, : 

Form’d the warm wish for thee, 
that fiill’d thy heart ; 

Butnow-—Eucenrolisten!—could’st 
thou bear 

Lovisa’s breast this weight of 
woes should share! , 

Would’st thou the blossoms of her 
youth transplant 

Into the blasting soil of worldly 
want ? 

Whose pangs, tho’'ne’er her soft 
complaints reveal, 

She will not therefore less se- 
verely feel, 

Since whien a breast, far dearer 
than our own, 

Receives the. darts by that fell 
Demon thrown, 

Fast wasting health, and spirits 
broke, will prove, 

Far from extracted, they are barb'd. 
by love.’ 

Iler sighs, that seem'd to shake 

his frame, betray’d 

How deep he felt the sorrows he 
pourtray’d ;- 

But yet, the’ still his heart. with 
anguish bled, 

Fail’d speech, recovering soon; 
again he said, 

‘It is not much my waining life’s 

remains 

Should shorten’d sink by penury’s. 
cruel puins ; 

Ah! rather could I bear their. ut-. 
most strife,, 

| Than wish to quench the torch 


——— 


that gilds thy life, 
Sweet foseibiltity ! which yet ap- 
pears, 
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Borne on the eventful hight of days, |) My hapless spirit, at a price sa 


and years, 


W hose chance propitious might. 


éach bar remove 

Or industry restore the joys of 
love ; ; 

Tho’ sharp the consciousness, that 
Belmor’s art 

Must to my fame the deadliest 
wound impart ! 

For oh! the many, who their ruin 

- owe 

To my rash hopes unhappy over- 
throw, 

Will, without scruple, think by 

fraud I won 

The confidence, which drew that 

~~ ruin on. 


Hard to resign, for such oppro- 

brious blame, 

The honest triumph of a spotless 
name ; 

E’en when the heart dares to itself 
appeal 

F rom blind injustice, and misguid- 
ed zeal! 

Their terrent Reason strives to 
stem in vain,: 


Truth pleads. to air, if prejudice Those common comforts the La- 


arraign. 
Her censures daily level with the 
base 


A thousand names, no actual | 


crimes disgrace ; 

Puli down the fame a life of virtue 
built, 

And stamp imprudence with the 
brand of guilt, 

And yet, I would not ask oy. child 


to save | iss Oe 


From pains, thatseemnincb o of rest 
the Grave, 








; 





great, 

To shade perchance, with deeper 
gloom his fate ! 

But oh / my lov'd Eugetio !-from 
a woe, 

Sharper, I ‘trust, than thou ‘wilt 
ever know, 

‘My sense recoils /—my wife! my 
dearest wife! | 

The sweet companion of my 
lengthen’d life ! 

Thy mother /—for whose peace; 
and health, my cares, 

My fond attention, my incessant 
prayers 

The day, and night beheld /—Oh/? 
must I see 

That dear one pine in a po- 
verty ? 

While pale, and trembling, sinks 

' the vital flame, 

Must her soft, mpeceinie and fecble 
frame, 

To charity’s donation, cold and 
scant, 

Owe its exemption from extrem- 

| est want? : 

Can I see this—unalile to.obtain 


Eerious gain, 

Conscious, my own infatuated rash- 
ness shed 

This bitter phial on her genie 
head ? 

My son/—my son/’—TFhen, on 
my shoulder thrown, 

Heart-smote, and wan, he beav’d 
the bitter groan. 





) Oh! while week arms their 


honour’d burden prest, 








eee. 
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As his sunk cheek felt “cold bpon | 


my breast, 

What words can point the deep 
distress I bore, 

A4Vhat horror smote! me, and what 
anguish tore / 


And. eould I see tlie author of 
my birth 
‘Thus bend in wee the hoary heael 
to earth ; 
Round hisweak frame such whelm- 
ing anguish rage, 


Nor ‘snatch from the dread -storm - 


his failing age, 

Because my hopes—my peace—— 
perhaps my life 

Were doom‘d to perish in the fil- 
ial strife / 

Impossible /-+the softer passions 


fly, 


Nor dare ‘dissolve great Nature‘s 


primal tie 


‘Be comforted, my fatner /-could 


thy son, 

Oh / could he-live to see thee thus 
undone, 

Endure the knowledge, that when 

- fortune gave - 

The power to save thee, he refus’d 
to save / 

Tite torturing self-reproach must 
rend his brain, 

And wake te phrenzy the remorse- 
ful pain. 

But O my love / yet pardonme /- 
I go 

Alone to stem conflicting. tides of 
woe ! 

I go, to teach my soul her arduous 
task, 

And gain by prayer the fortitude I 
ask /’ 











So saying, to his couch my sire 

I led, 

And smooth‘d ‘the pillow for his 
languid head. 

With softer tears his. trembling 
eye-balls shone, 

And faltering accents ardent blest 
his son. 


Then up the Mountain‘s steep, 

and craggy side, 

With step precipitate, I wildly 
stride ;. 

Now stung with-tortures of the last 
despair ; 

Now sunk in. grief ;—now energ- 
iz‘d by prayer, 

Nor yet in vain the heart rending 
efforts preve, 

Warm. duty rises over bleeding 
love / 


The struggle past /-my peace’ 

-iny freedom given / 

Thy ancher hope, on shorelesso- 
ceans driven! 

What then to. justice or to love 
remain‘d, 

But to res.ore the-heart,, my vows 
had gain’d ; 

Wrench from Louisa’s breast its 
cherish’d bane, 

And wor the last sacrifice sus- 
tain? 

Renounce her pity, and inspire 
her hate, } 

In tenfold gloom, tho’ it involve my. 
fate ? 

Teach her to think the Villain- 
baseness miné,. 

That bows the venal heart-at For- 
tune’s shrine? 

So might. th’ indignant sense of 
bauene trutis 
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With shining promises, the rising 
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Quench the disastrous passion of 
her youth ; 

Now doom’d to darken every hope, 
that cherrs, | 


years! 

Had I the dread necesity explain’d, 

That with resistles force my free- 
dom chain’d ; 

Tore the sweet bands, by virtuous 
passion tied, 

And stamp’d our constancy with 
paricide ; 





Then had Loutsa fortified my soul, 


And urg’d my ling’ring step to du- | 


ty’s goal ; 
Had given me back, with pity’s 
sofiest brow, 


Of love so ruinous, the ill-star’d 
vow ; 


A s:'f-devoied excile fled my arms, | 


Bui sorrowing Yed them, and re-: 
siirn’d her charms 
To fruitless constancy, and fond re- | 


ret 5 


Ordain’d to mourn—unable to for- | 


ret; 


That pine in solitude the live-long | 


day, 
Feed on the heart, and steaj the 
life away. 


Louisa’s pity had my sufferings | * 


found, 


Semewhat it sure had balm’d the | That no dim tears her cheek’s 


embosom’d wound ; 


But since e’en her dear sympathy 


was weak, 





OF fate’s dread shaft the enven-' 
om’! point to break, 
I strove to avert the slow-consum- 


. 1) 
jag pain, 5! i! 


au 


t * 
- bd 


ene 
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' And for the conflict, arm‘d her 
with disdain ; 

That cruel conflict, which, bin pas- 
sions prove, : 
E’er high-soul’d scorn subdues a 

rooted Love. 


Still to my being’s latest verge, 
be borne 
The dear, mistaken maid's unceas- 
ing scorn ; 
Oh ! be they borne in this unhap- 
py breast, 
To the cold bed of its eternal rest ! 


Near seems that rest my weari- 
, ed life desires, 

| Pain breaks her springs, and sick- 
ness dims her fires, 

And hope, who comes in sable vest 
array’d, 

Points, with pale hand to death’s 
eterna! shade / 





But yet—when past the expia- 

tory doom, 

When misery’s shafis lie broken 
on my tomb, 

Th’ exploring gaze, sweet Emma, 
kindly bend . 

On the dear bosom of thy beaute- 
ous friend ; 

If thou shalt mark, that cold con- 
tempt sustains 

| The seat of softness from assault. 

ing pains ; 


warm roses pale, 


_ No sighs of anguish swell the lone- 


ly gale, 


| Whose murmurs o’er the grass 


green sod shail rise, 
Where, cold, and peaceful, lost 
Every lies, 
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Then, that thot. name me 7o/, my 
soul implores, 

Nor snatch the peace away disdain 
restores : 

The cruel change thy tendetness 
will fear, 

Of pride’s stern frown, for pity’s 
heart-wrung tear. 

Oh! shall one selfish wish her 
peace invade 

That love so agoniz’d may sooth 
my shade? 

No Emma, no!—-my soul for hei‘s 
shall wait, 

Till soft it pass the everlasting 
gate ; 

Frem those dear eyes till light di- 
vine shal] clear, 

The film, that mortal chance had 
darken’d there. 

Fond memory’s deep reproach for 
aye remove, 

And pleading seraphs re-unite our 
Love! 


But Oh ! should pity, with intru- 

sive sway, 

Range her sad images in dire ar- 
Tay, 

And to Lovursa‘s mental sight dis- 
close 

The bed of death—the agonizing 
throes ; 

Oh! should she think she sees in 
struggles rise 


That breath, which wak‘d for her |} 


the fondest sighs ! 
Those eyes, whose softness shall 
no more befray, 


Throw their last glances on the. MW: as 


final day /-- 


In such an hour, should scorn, and |; 


anger prove 














Weak to dispel the grief-awaken‘d 
Love ; 

Sorrowing for him, who could her 
hopes deceive, 

Should she, in bitterness of Spirit, 
grieve 

For. guilt, which, edngictdeishil 
rears 

Barriers to last beyond this vale of 
tears ; 

, Thea, Emma, then the sad events 

relate, 
| That wove the sable texture of our 
fate. 











My dear Louisa !—pardon him 
who strove 

| By means, so seeming harsh, to 

quench thy love ! 

' Hard was the task, that kindness to 
resign, 

Which my torn bosom could. de- 
mand of thine ; 

| Esteem, that might have borne e- 

ternal date, 

| Since placed, by virtue, past the 
reach of fate; , 

That bles‘d compassion, .my sad 
lot had won, 

| A wretch by fortune, not by crimes 

| undone : 

These to renounce !—with my own 
hand to throw 

In her dark chalice added dregs of 

woe : 

‘Lo paierce my soul with eae ik 

_ pains, 

u cide on comfort‘s last remains, 

‘as hard !——but generous love 

3 “the effort made; 

quiet ask‘d,-1 trembled-and 


abey'dt 
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When t to that purer workd our 

souls are borne, 

Where every veil from every 
breast is torn, 

My willing spirit, in the realms a- 
bove, 

Shall meet thee searching eye of 
wounded love : 

To thee Lovisa my past woes im- 
part, 

And hear thy Angel Voice AB- 
SOLVE MY HEART. 
END OF THE siconpD EpisTLeE. 
(To be Continued.) 
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THE STROLLER, 





By D. Y. 


* Alteration ! alteration ! 
Oh, what a wonderful alteration !’ 
CouLins. 


A STROLLER !—* Pshaw !-] 
detest the name /’—perhips some 
fair reader may ejaculate. Be that 
as it may, I am a’ stroller: and as 
nothing willalter my being a stroll- 
er, I trust the dear fair-one will 
not form an unfavourable opinion 
of me : but excuse me when I say, 
I am a good harmless sert of fel- 
low, and mean no bedy any injury. 
My strolling has certainly taught 
me to be content, and let the world 
wag as it will, still 1 am happy; a A 
bosom is serene, 


*L ite 2 peacefnlseathat knows nostorms» 


I envy no one, but as chance { descended to return me.a-ook ob- 


qh 


guides my steps, I cannet help now | 


and then noticing some absurdities 


that present themselves, yet lam 


aware that reses as wellas thorns 


spring up in every soil, so I take! 








things as rer fall. mv was just zoing 
to say, I think your very: amusing 
friends, J. M. L. and S.o¥. are of 
my fraternity, for they are strollers 
to all intents,and purposes, and if I 
consider them as such, I trust they 
will have generosity enough to 
forgive me, but on the other hand, 
if I should be saying thus muck 
offend, why, I beg to assure them 
(as J doall others) I mean no harm, 
and would scorn to seta foot inte 
either of their paths. 


As] was strolling the other morn 
ocross the fields, I met with an old 
school-fellow of mine, but you must 


| know, some how or other he is fix- 


ed in what is called a higher situ- 
ation than myself, and to prove to 
you he was in this instance, he was 
on horsebuck, andI on my legs, 
but I was content. Philips ance 
said, 


‘Happy the man, who, void of care and 
strife, 
In silken or in leathern purse, retains 


A splendid shilling.” 


‘I knew I had that-in my posses- 
sion, but really cannot answer for 
this old scheol-companion. As I 
passed him, I gave a look direct, 
but he feigned not to recoliect me, 
yet, as he ciossed bis nose with a 
white handkerchief (which I be- 
lieve to be his mother’s), he. con- 


lique. 1 really think that I appear- 
ed tv him no biggir than one of 
Gulliver’s Lilliputians, while no 


‘doubt he conceited himself as big 


as one of his Brobdignagians, so 
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apt are some people to suppose | 
themselves great, because they 
happen to be placed in an exhaited 
situatiou. | 





« If not so frequent, would not this be 
strange ? 

That ’tis so frequent, this is stranger | 
still.’ Youna. 


At first sight I scarcely knew 
this exalted youth, and I firmly be- 
lieve he had been using a little of | 
that certain something, which (ex- 
cuse me) many of your fair crea- 
tures make use of, for when we us- | 
éd to go to sclivel together I recol- 


lect his face was as brown as a 
nutmeg, while mine (though I say 


it), Was as fair as a lilly® but nowy it 
was (as Tim says-in the farce) all 
over red and white like the inside 
of a shoulder of mutton. Perhaps 
some of our modern finical sparks 
may hang their jibs,, and say, 
‘what business is it to you, Mr. 
Stroller, what we gents do, we are 
of the deaw monde, and will do as 
we please.’ To such L answer, you 
may doas you please, and so will 
1.—Now,, fair readers, I submit 
myself to your smilds: and _ protec: 
tion, and if this trifle should meet 
your approbation, you may shortly 
anticipate something more from 
mé, for. I have kept on tll my 
paperis full, and for the present I 
resiga my pen. 





——— 


a—o—‘Such the vanity of great and 
small; 


Contempt. goes round, and alkmen lang” 


_ they hada chapter assembled, there 


| quired, to celebrate their good for- 


| and drank to their dropsical bene- 


| cution of his design, brought back 


i 


SELECTED. — 


~ 


For the Lady’s Misceliany. 
The Parsons Legacy. 
The monks, delighted at this 


promise, took their departure. On 
their arrival at the monastary, 


gave a relation of the happy effects 
their zeal had operated’ and re- 


tune at a feast that very night in 
the hall. This demand was se- 
conded with great ardor, and unan- 
imously consented to. ‘The prior 
sent out for all kindsof delacacies. 
Instead of the wines in common. 
consumption, he ordered the very 
best and oldest the town could sup- 
ply. They caroused and sang, 


factor, as well as to brother Lewis, 
who puffed up with the success of 
his eloquence, made an effort to 
preserve an air of modest diffi- 
dence.— Ail this while the bells of 
the church were ringing in peals 
as if the body of a saint had arriv- 
ed. The neighbours stunned with 
the noise’ enquired what festival 
they were celebrating. In the 
midst, hewever of their holy or- 
gies, brother Lewis, in the true 
‘spirit of a consumate. politician, 
whom neither glory nor pleasure 
can divert from the steady prose- 


the consideration of his brethren 
ito the jewel, and recommended 
that necessary provision’ should be 
| made for’ the next day's journey. 











atall’ 


Yours, Have the honour of: accomplishing 


For his own part being cager to 
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self, he was of opin- | 





the work 4 


ion that it was needless for the. pri- ; 


or to give himself the trouble of | 
going to the village: and offered 
himself to return there with broth- 
er Giles, Nicholas, Simon, and Ro- 








bert. Full power was given him 
to settle his matter,as he pleased. 
—The following day, on the first 
dawn of the morning, the five as- 
sociates set out, and never stopped » 
till they arrived at the village; so 
apprehensive were they of coming || 
toe late and finding the parson | 
dead. ‘They saluted him devoutly 
in the Lords name and asked him 
if he did not find himself a little 
easier. ‘* Alas! my worthy broth- 
ers’ he answered ‘my hour ap- 
proaches nevertheless you are wel- | 
come : I have not forgot the pro- 
mise I made yesterday to brother 
Lewis. Let one goto the town; 
it will be proper to bring the may- 
or and sheriffs to witness the grant, 
and thus prevent any one from j, 
contesting it with you. This was 











a fresh sally of the parsons hu- 


mour, to give them the trouble of) 


another march. The five monks | 


all smoaking with presjiration, 
with their mouths open & tongues 
hanging out, looking like grey- 
hounds that had been all day at the 
chase. Brother Giles and brother 
Robert nevertheless, offered to re- 
turn to Antwerp; and notwith- 
standing their fatigue set out again 
on the expedition. 


FEW: 





(To be Concluded next week.) 


VARIETY. 





Excuses, or a new way of paying 
debts. 


Nearly a similar case with the 

_ following actually occurred with a 

poor but respectable mechanic, 

who had an account against a gen- 
(eman [for less than five dollars. 
SAMUEL Presto. 

Jan. Ist, called. ‘On! this is 

Mr. L’s bill—call any time next 








’ week.’ 


*:h called. * No‘at home.’ When 
| will he be at home? ‘Any time to- 
| morrow.” 

10th calied. ‘Has a gentleman 
with him.’ Wait an hour. ‘Oh! 
_ this is the bill; lookin on Tuesday.’ 

Tuesday, called. ‘Leave the bill; 
I will look it over.’ 

Thursday, called. ‘Not at. home, 
gone to the ball.” 

19th, cadled. “ghere seems to be 
a mistake in the bill—I know no- 
thing of this item, take it back and 
examine your books.” 

24th called. ‘Just gone out.’ 

29th, called. ‘1 am busy now, I 
will call down and settle it.’ 

Feb. 15th, cadled. ‘Bless me, I 
quite forgot to call--this biH not 
yet discharged! Biing me a re- 
ceipt any time to-moirow or next 
day.’ 

17th, Called. ‘Gone out riding, 
and will nut be back till the last of 


next week.‘ 
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March Ist, called. ‘What! did I 
not settle that bill? surely that. bill 
is paid, don‘t you remember calling 
here about ten days ago?, Yes, sir, 
T called, but you were then busy. 
¢\Vell, Ill examine-—call next 
week.‘ Will you be good enough 
to fix a day? ‘What insolence! If 
you make use of any more such 
language, I shal] complain to your 
employer; at any rate, I am deter- 
mined toprocurea less troublesome 
mechanic; so, impudence, here's 
the amount of your bill; write a 
receipt in full in this book, and tell 
your employer I mean to have no 
other dealings with him.‘ 


oS 


ANECDOTES. 


OLD Giffard the player, lately 
deceased, used to relate ananecdote 
which exhibited, in a strong point 
of view, one of those failings by 
which, it is well known, the lustre 
of Garrick‘s transcending merits 
was somewhat obscured. He and 
that great hero were performing 
together in Hamlety and Giffard 
had the part of the Player King 
assigned him ; which he acted to 
admiration, and with unceasing and 
rapturous applause from all parts 
of the house. On his retiring be- 
hind the scenes, he was greeted 
with the cordial congratulations of 
his fellow-performers; but one 
more sage than the rest, observed, 
that ‘though he could not but wit- 
ness his success with pleasure, yet 
he feared that that might prove 
one of the most unfortunate days 
ef his life, and that Garrick and 





he would never be seen on the 
same boards togetherazain.‘ ‘And,° 
. said Giffard, ‘his fears were but too 
| well founded; we never were. 


a 


Sir Christopher Wren wasa 
man of small stature. When king 
Charles II. came to see the hun- 
ting palice he had built at new- 
market, he thought the rooms too 
low. Sir Christopher walked a- 
bout them, and looking up he re- 
plied ; * Sir, and please your ma- 
jesty, I think they are high enough 
The king squatted downto sir 
Christopher's height and creeping 
about in that posture cried ; * Aye 


mutans? a 


| Sir christopher, I think they are 


high enough.’ 


Rembrandt, being in want © 
money, and finding his works of 
heavy vent, put into the newspapers 
that he was dead, and advertised 
a puplic sale of the finished and 
unfurnished painting in his house, 
Crowds flocked to the auction, ea- 
ger to possess one of thelast efforts 
ofso great a master. rhe mean- 
est sketch sold ata price, which 
entire pictures had never fetched 
before. After collecting the pro- 
ceeds, Rembrandt came to life a- 
gain ; .but the Dutch, who resent 
improbity even in genius, never 
would employ him after his resur- 
rection. 


— 
SINGULAR LANDMARKS. 
A gentleman advertising Real 
Estate for sale at Norwhich Port, 
Connecticut, mentions that ‘it js 








bounded westerly on two of the U- 
nited States Gunboats. ’ 
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NEWYORK, September 2, 1811. 





** Be it our task, 
To note the passing tidings of the time 


The City Inspector réports the death of 
44 persons inthis city and suburbs dur- 
ing the last week, ending on the 14th inst. 

— 
Catskill Sept. 11 

Shocking Catastrophe. —On friday 
the 6th inst. the house ef Mr. Frink, of 
Jefferson Schoharie county was consum- 
ed by fire 4 of his children and a daughter 
of Mr West of the same place, together 
with all the furniture except a bed with 
an infant on it, were consumed. 

=e 


Jean Chocolate, supposed to have 
murdered Mr. William Chambers, in 
Charleston, has been apprehended. H> 
was found concealed under a bed, and 


from hisclothes being bloody, and ether | 


Suspicious circumstances, he was com. 
mitted to prison, under the belief that 
he is the murderer- We understand 
that these men, who have been com- 
mitted to prison, are a part ofthe crew 
of the French privateer La Vengeance 
lately arrived at Savannah; who are thus 
requiting our hospitality by murdering 
our citizens. 
—= 


Death of the King of England 
Aietter from, Bath, (Me) Sept. 13, 
mentions the arrival there of the Sarah 
Maria, Morgan, from Dublin, 40 days, 
bringing London dates to the Ist Aug, 
Capt. M. states, that the day previous 
to his sailing an express arrived from 
London, stating that the King of En- 
gland was dead. Capt- M: spoke a 
vessel on her passage, which sailed 
from Dublin 4 days af.er him the capt. 

of which confirmed the above news. 
Boston Gaz. 
== g 


Abrig from St. Bartholomews, at 
Amboy, afew days since was visited 
by five persons, who where in her hold. 
The whole were taken ill and three out 
of the five have died. The brig was or- 
dered off in the Channel , 








i 


“—— 


~~ 


) The following remarkable instances 
of LONGEVITY occurred in the Rus- 
sian Empire during the year 1809 ; Died 
307 persons between the age of 95 and 
109:+ 183 between 100 and 105: 86 
between 106 and 110: 8 between 120, 
aud 125: 5 between 125 and 150: 1 
between 130 and 135: I between 135 
'and 140: Lbeitween 14) and150- and 
1 between 155 and 160 
Miarrted. 
4t New Rochelle, on Wednesday the 
14th inst by the rev. Mr. Hasgill Mr 
William Bush, of Rje,to Miss Eliza 
Drvenport, youngest daughter of Newbury 
Davenport, es7. of the former place 
At Shropshire, England, Mr. Wrost, 





to Miss Snow. 
All marriages, we may believe, 
Permission from the s4ies, receive, 
- And are ordained obove ; 
We must exclaim, when of one mind 
Together Frost and Snow are join’d, 
Hail matrimonial love. , 
EEE 
— Ded. 

On Sunday morniug last, of a linged- 
ing illness, Sohn Wheeler. in the 44th 
year of his age. " 

In South Carolina, Wm. Aniies Moul. 
trie, esq. of Woodville. 

At Savannah, the 3d inst. Capt. Nelson, 
of the ship Eliza of that port. 

On Freday evening last, of a lingering 
illness of 3 months, Miss Elizabeth 
Rodgers, aged 23 years, niece of Abra- 
ham Dally, esq. of this city. 

On Tuesday last, at the residence of 
his Father at Newtown, L. J. after a 
tedious tliness, Sanmiel Riker, Fr esq. 
aged 31, one of the attornies of the Su- 
preme Court, and a Maar in Chancery. 

On Tuesday the 3d inst. at Dunlora, 
the seat of Mr. Samuel Carr, of Albe- 
marle. Mrs Martha Carr, in the 6Ath 
year of her age- She was the widow of 
Mr. Dabney Carr, and the sister of Mr. 
Sefferson, late President of the U. States. 

At Phiadeiphi, Mrs Dlizabeth Peitit, 














wife of Andrew Pettit, esq. 
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** Apollo struck the enchanting Lyre, 
The Muses sung in strains alternate.”’ 


For the Lady’s Miscellanry. 


SOLUTIONS. 
OF THE QUERY. 


From out of Ink, I take the I, 
And also T from out of Thigh ; 
M™ out of Musie, and you see 
‘Theletter first of Eyeis Es 


These letters four, comprize most—sure, 
What will toend of world endure ; 
Thus T, and I, and M, and E, 


Wid shew the “ oldest thing” to be, 
TIME. 


Se 3; ee 


ACROSTIC. 


S weetly the muses o ’e thy cradle sung, 

A ndturn’d the aecents of thy infant 
tongue, 

Lo some kind nymph, inspir’d thy 
glowing breast, 

L earn‘dthy blest soul to sooth each 
care to rest ; : 

¥ our pleasing looks bespesk a noble 
mind, ‘ 

W ith every grace, and evéry charm 
combin’d, 

Zn thy ‘fond arms, shallsomefond youth 
be blest, 

L ook onthy charms and 
troubled breast; 

EL ife in onescene of pleasure rolls away, 

I ntwine in love, you'll hail each happy | 
day, 

S erene each passion and sublime each 
lay. A SUBSCRIBER, 


4 


sooth his 


i 








— 


Frem Miss Balfour's Poems. 
Tune— Peggy Ban. 

The warriors of France had the victory 
won, 

The battle was o’er—and the feast was 
begun, : 

Fair goblets of gold with rich wine over 
flowed, 

And each bosom with pleasure and rev. 
elry glow’d 

* But, minstrel, who art thou, with as- 
pect so meek, 

And whom in this hall dost thou anz. 
iously seek ? 

‘From Erin I come, o’er thedark swell. 
ing wave, 

And-the hero I seek for, is Maoin the 
brave ;* 

And, lo, where he sits, with his helmet 
unbound, 

I know him amidst all these heroes a- 
round. 





*Keaiing History, page 88.—Labra 
Lonigseach, other wise Maoin, was 
conveyed to France, when an infant, bv 


| her friends, to avoid the tyranny of 


Cobbthaith, who had murdered his fa- 
ther and grand father, and possessed 
himself of the monarchy of Ireland. 
When Maoin grew up, he obtained the 
command of the French army, and ac- 
guired such reputation for valor and 
learning, that Mooriath, daughter of 
Scariath king of Munster, fell cesperate- 
ly in love with him, and sent a celebra- 
ted musician, named Craftain, to him, 
with a letter and present of jewels ; these 
he ‘faithfully de/ivered, and playing an 
Irish air on his harp, sung a pcem to it, 
composed by the lady, in the general’s 
praise. his adventure determined 
Maoin to prosecute his rights to the I- 
rish monarchy. This by the assistance 
of France, he speedily accomplished, 
and afterwards marriedthe lady whe 
had first inspired him with this resolu- 


} tion. 
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By the bright beaming eye, by the sweet 
open smile, 

That belong to the sons of the emeral 
isle.’ 

* Oh tell me of Erin, her woods and her 
streams, 

Still dear to my heart, still ‘Festored to 
my dreams ; 

Oh tell of her glens, her war-beaten 


shore, 

Where. alas! I'm fated to wander no 
moire.’ 

‘I come not totell thee of woodlands 
and g'oves, 


I come from a lady who tenderly loves ? 

Of thy valor and ners her heart is 
the prize, 

And the jewels she sends are less bright 
than her eyes ; 


Oft, too, dees fair Motiach with music 


and verse, 

*Midst Erin’s green vallies thy praises 
rehearse, 

Oh, list! and the lay shall soft rapture 
impart, 

For the wild strains of Erin shall reach 
to the heart’ 

The harper played sweet, and inspired 
by the strain, 
The hero resolved his lost rights to re- 
gain; “4 
While the warriors of France o’er the 
billows he flew, 

And the green bills of Erin soon rose to 
their view, 

_ Then onto Emania with speed they. ad. 


vanced,+ % 

The tyrant soon yields to the valor of 
France, 

O'er the land of his fathers does Macin 
now reign, 

And Moriath his bride, of fair E.in is 


queen. 
+ Eamhain, or’ Emania, the name of 


the king’s palace in Ulster. 
a 
ACROSTIC. 

Heelies Fact Suow—who when alive, 

Thouwghi nothing dy would ever thrive- 


FOR SALE at this OFFICE, 
The 8, 9,°10 11 and 12:h, Volumes 
of the LADY S WEEKLY MIsCEL.- 
LANY, handsomely bound and fette: ed. 

Price $1 50 cents, per volume. 
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Checks, Cards, bhandbills 
AND PRINTING IN GENERAL, 3 
_Meatly and correctly executed, on 
reasonable terms; and goods 
(of any kind ) will be taken 
in fart fayment,—ai the 
Office of the 
LADY’s MISCELLANY 
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CARPET WEAVER. 


| The subscribe, respectfully solicits 


the patronage of the Lady‘s in this city, 
as carpet weaver.—he is an aged man, 
and wishes to empioy his time in this 
way, as weaving has been his general 
profession, he wiil he thankful for, and 
will strictly attend to all o-ders teft for 
him at No 12 Henry street, 

August 17th 1811. John Jones. 


. tk ee ee 
Thomas H. B: rantingham, has removed 
to No. 145 Broadway, where he conti. 
mues to procure Money on Mortguces, 
notes of hand & deposits, buys & sells 
houses, improved farms, & tracts of and 
Also lets & leases houses & lots, on rea- 
sonable commision.— Also the lease of 
2 houses, & annuity.- Alse or sale 30 
farms, several with good improvements, 
will be sold low, goods & property of e- 
very sort taken in payment, or any who 
ferms a company tickets & draw for the 
ufferent farms will be liberaly paid for it 
Also 4 skilful farming man with a good 
character, will meet with encouragement 
by applying as above. 
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